WEIRD !/EERIE!l STARTLING 1 . 



There's no such animal, 




My friend and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a oura thing 
I heard about. 



'Yep," I replied. 

'And can't lose? It automatically wins? 
Must be illegal!" 

'Not a bit." I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
ment very much approves. . ." 

'Our government approves of a horse who 
can't lose. .." 

•Who said anything about a horse?'* I asked. 

"So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 

"It not only could be— but is— U.S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply. "The surest 
thing running on any track today. 

"For every three dollars you invest in U.S. 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan— which 
means you buy bonds automatically from 
your paycheck— that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey. what are you doing?" 

"Tearing upmy racing form 1 The horse I'm bet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 



Automatic saving is sure saving -US. Savings Bonds 



Contributed by this magazine in co-operation with the Magazine 
Publishers of America as * public service. 
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YOU WERE MARCUS WHEN 


| A6A1N, 


F" WE'D BETTER V 


YOU PUT THIS BRAND ON 


MARCUS- 


J TALK THIS THING ^ 




YOUR I 


1 OVER.DIRITTO. IT 1 


LIKE IT UPON THE BROW 


Ibrand/J 


I LOOKS LIKE A CASE 


OF MY DAU8HTEH/ YOU 




r OF MISTAKEN 1 


WERE MARCUS-- A 




f IDENTITY, I NEVER f 


RELATIVE OF THE HATEO 




SAW EITHER OF YOU 


NERO AND ONE OF HIS A 




L BEFORE T0NI8HT/ A 


t COURT/ ^.n^rjffi 








Plc\M , i 


S\\ l * f ill*] 




l£ 






^£?r\ 


&x^' 










tWS/a 


K^R V 




8 \*^ 


tTTTM 





DO NOT 6E A 


Pi w.ll ^ 




OL, VALONIA/ 


SAVE YOU THE 




)WN THERE J 


TROUBLE OF 




ARE THE ^ 


THROWING ME TO 




LIONS/ J& 


JHEM, MARCUS/ 


> 


# -«Ly 


^jj 


| 


///'., y^U- 


J 




NOW YOU REMEMBER. DO YOU NOT, MARCUS ? THE 
THAT OWELT in MARCUS. THE ROMAN, HAS 
I NOW BECOME THE AMERICAN, MARK WAYNE -' AND 
I YET THERE IS AN EVIL TO BE WIPED OUT. FOR 

RST TIME DOWN THROUGH THE A6ES YOU A 
lEARD OUR CALI 
WERE UNABLE TO FI9 




IT'S CRAZY7 MAYBE I WAS MARCUS If 
GE SO LONG AGO— BUT WHY SHOULD I 
FOR HIS CRIMES ? I'M DIFFERENT / 1 
CHANGED/ THOSE WERE BARBAROUS, 





io~T In isa, A YOUNG MAN committed murder to bet an 

B OLD MAN'S FORTUNE THE MURDERER ALMOST SUCCEEDED 
IN THE PERFECT CRIME, BUT FOR A SUPERNATURAL 
OCCURRENCE WHICH BROUGHT HIM TO JUSTICE. THE 
STORY BEGINS ON A FARM IN KANSAS. CYRUS WALKER 
SAT ORE NIGHT COUNTING THE MONEY HE HAD ACCUMULATED 
IN HIS MANY rEARS AS A PROSPECTOR. MARTIN WALKER, 
HIS NEPHEW, SAT NEARBY. . . , 



fOU OLD FOOL/I'VE [ j SUDDENL Y t MART 

AITED YEARS FOR J IT INTO THE PL 

DU TO DIE SO THAT* W. r - UIH _ , TM( 

I CAN GET MYHANOSl f JLL i u U ( 

ON THAT MONEY/ l"°NEY S "»*» 





THIS TREE/ILL TEl 
HE HAS GONEPftOSP 
■ NO ONE WILL EVE 




Several ye aps passed, and martin prospered 
the tree, under which the old mam was buried, 
began to change/? ^. 




WALKER WAS FOUND DEAD OF A 
HEART ATTACK UNDER THE 
STRANGE TREE HIS EYES WERE 
STILL OPEN, AND TlXED IN A 
GLASSY STARE AT THE TREE 
TRUNK THE POLICE WERE 
ASTOUNDED WHEN THEY FOUND 
THE TRUNK HAD TAKEN THE 
SHAPE OF THE OLD MANS 
FACE ON A HUNCH, THEY UP- 
ROOTED THE TREE AND FOUND 
CYRUS WALKER'S REMAINS 
AND SO THE CASE WAS CLOSED. 
THE DEAD OL D MAN BLKIED 
UNDER THE TREE HAD COME 
BACK FOR HIS REVENGE . 
STRANGE, AND YET TRUE , IN 
THE ANNALS OF UNEXPLAINED 

MTSTERT/ 

THE END 



YiHILE THE OTHERS WENT TO THEIR ROOMS. THE 
TWO BROTHERS TRIED TO BRIDGE THE YEARS 
QE SEPARATION. 

MY WIFE AND MY DAUGHTER ALAIN AND HER 
FIANCE HAVE HEARD ME TALK SO MUCH ABOUT 
THE O'DRUCE FAMILY CASTLE, THEY COULD 
HARDLY WAIT TO SEE IT/ AND FRArtKLY, l' 




NATURALLY I WAS DELIGHTED J /PERHAPS, 
WHEN YOU FINALLY WROTE AND V BROTHER, 
ASKED ME TO COME OVER/ THERE] YOU WOULD 
ARE SO MANY THINGS ABOUT OUR/ BE BETTER 
FAMILY I WOULD LIKE M|T OFF IF YOU 
.NOW / ^Bi^^^p^ DID NOT KNOW 
f SOME THINGS --OF 
I AM SURE/ 



Upstairs, alain. chawing for dinner, was 
suddenly aware of j strange frightening 
atmosphere, and then the room was dom- 
inated by a sinister shadow. . . 




WHlE FROM THE DUNGEON 
CAME THE SOUND OF BLOOD 
CHILLING, EVIL LAUGHTER 
THAT PENETRATED TO THE 
ROOMS ABOVE . , . 



&» 



A SHADOW/ ...A HORRIBLE ^ 
THING THAT LOOKED LIKE SATAN 
REACHING FOR ME — AND THEN 
THE SOUND OF DREADFUL, 
LAUGHTER COMING FROM 
^SOM EWHERE / 

" ! HEARD 
E LAUGHTER 



THERE, THERE, 1LJ AND THE U-L. 
BABY, I HEARD fj SHADOW YOU SAW 
IT, TOO, BUT Jr MIGHT HAVE BEEN 
YOUR UNCLE Q YOUR IMAGINATION/ 
KEVIN SAYS ITl THI5 15 AN OLD 
WAS JUST ONE \ PLACE — WITH 
Of THE DOGS tj LOTS OF SHADOWS, 
YOU'LL GET USED 
TO THEM /J - 




The novelty Of having dinneh in rue ancient l you 

DINING HAIL MADE THE VISITORS FORGET THE [KNOW 

INCIDENT THAT HAO HAPPENLD EARLIER 




AM, YES IT IS TIME I 
SEE WE HAVE 
[ GUESTS'WHERE ARE TOUR 
lEVIN ? AREN'T 




dorran--my brother-- vj 
come to the library h can 
put it off no longer / 
there is something ! 



BROTHER, DORRAN , AND 
WIFE, ANO DAUGHTER, ALAM 

AND MARK ROYDEN --ALL FROM 
RKA / THIS IS OTHNEIL 

RUCE -- A DISTANT j 

RELATIVE i i 



Slain seemed completely cma>- 

tivatto gy the new arrival.while 
manx's jealousy and dislike of 
rne hthude* grew / 




00RRAN--OUR MOTHER FLED FROM HERE A NO TOOK 
YOU WITH HER BECAUSE SHE COULD LIVE NO LONGER 
WITH THE EVIL THAT DWELLS HERE/ THOSE WHO 
DARE SPEAK OF IT - -DIE -- HORRIBLY / BUT SINCE MY 
END IS NEAR ANYWAY-- THE SE( 
DRUCE DEMON MUST GO TO YOU - 
TO ME, THE NIGHT BEFORE OUR F 



SLY» BUT 5;nce my 

ECRET OF THE ^ 

)U - - AS IT CAME J 

FATHER DIED/ tr • 




J* THE LIBRARY. 



T * THOUSAND YEARS ASO 
W THE O'DfiUCE WHO BUILT 

" THIS CASTLE TORE DOWN A PAfiAN TEMPLE 
TO DO IT. THE PAGAN PRIESTS HE TORTURED 
AND KILLED PUT A CURSE ON HM--THAT WHEi 




When ooman o'dwce's wife 
regained consciousness . 



QORRAN / KEVIN / WAT A STRANGE 
WAN-- HE BECAME A DEVIL AN" 
ATTACKED MARK/I OON'T KNOW 
WHEAE THEY WENT-- BUT ALA IK 
FOLLOWED THEM/ 
I- I FAINTED ' Jl THEN 



OTHNEIL WILL COME BACK FOR 
ME 'IF I DO NOT SEE YOU AGAIN- 
GOOD -BYE I I COULD NOT GO 
TO THE GRAVE WITHOUT TELL- 
NG YOU OUR HORRIBLE SECRET / 
THERE MUST ALWAYS BE AN 
O'DRUCE HERE -'- WHILE THE 
CASTLE AND THE DEMON 
~T EXIST / GO, FIND ALAIN/ 




OUTSWETHEL 
OH. HURRY.. 
HURRY . . .WE' 
80T TO GET 
OUT OF TH13 
DREADFUL 
PLACE 




IF WE 

SAVE KEVIN - 
-WHAT WAS 



GUESS WE RE 
TOO LATE . . 

NOW WE MUST 
SAVE OURSELVES/ 



r YOU MUST NOT LEAVE, MY 
DEAR descendants; an 
O'DRUCE MUST ALWAYS LIVE 
WITHIN THE CASTLE/ I MUST 
TORTURE . . .KILL . . . 
A9 LONG A3 THE CASTLE 
ISTS/ ] 



AH ... YOU ESCAPED J 0H < m 
ME ONCE . . -BUT NOW \ YOU DON'T/ 
I HAVE YOU AGAIN I . 




TH£ NEXT MORNiHS THE FOUR WERE AT AN 
INN IH Wf VILLA0E. 



FATHER .1 OON'T 
UNDERSTAND' WHAT IS 
THIS EVIL ? WHY DOES 
IT EXIST ? WHAT POWER^ 
DOES IT HAVE OVER 

THE CASTLE AND US? 



WHATEVER 1 

POWER IT HA5 ^ 
SOON SE 
BROKEN, MY CHILD/ 
COME, MARK . . 
WE HAVE A JOB 
TO DO ANO THEN 




Do/man ano mark bought dynamite that oat, and 
planted it around the castle. when it exploded, 

the screams of otheil o'druce echoed through 

t he sound and then were stilled forever/ 

poor kevin ano those others who were caught 
r in the trap of the evil curse--why didn't they 
think of doing this . . . destroying the castle 
nd the demon-spirit of othneil ? r— — ^^^ 




The LURE OF BURIED PIRATE GOLD HAS LED MANY 
MEN IN A NEVER -ENDING SEARCH FOR THE ELUSIVE 
TREASURE. SOME GOLD HAS BEEN FOUND, BUT MANY 
MILLIONS STLL REMAIN HIDDEN IN UNKNOWN RtACES . 
IN 1933, IN THE ATTIC OF AN OLD HOUSE IN LONDON, 
TWO BROTHERS CAME UPON AN OLD SEA LOB . .. 




The TERRIFIED 
BROTHERS FLED THE 
ISLAND AND RETURNED 
TO ENGLAND. AFTER THE 
HARROWING EXPERIENCE 
THEY HAD GONE 
THROUGH, THEY BURNED 
THE MAR AND THOUGHT 
NO MORE OF PIRATE 
GOLD. THE CURSE OF 
THE DEAD MAN LAY OH 
THE TREA SURE FOR 
ALL THESE YEARS, AND 
TO THIS DAY, THE 
SCHOLARS OF THE 
SUPERNATURAL CANNOT 
EXPLAIN THIS STRANGE 
EVENT ANOTHER CASE 
FILED W THE ANNALS 
OF THE SUPERNA TURAL. 
THE END 




Many people finds strange, alluring fascination in the shadowy mysteries of evil .' Those who 
seek their own way, or who desire the triumph of obtaining the forbidden or the impossible 
often take a dark and dreadful path to achieve their ends."Lona Thornton was one of - ' 
these people; Let U6 follow her along the path she chose... 




CACKLE... CACKLE... GRANNY HAGAR WILL SHOW YOU SHE ^1 
HAS THE TOWER TO KNOW WHO YOU ARE AND WHY YOU ARE 1 
HERE/ YOU/IRE LONA THORNTON... AND YOU WANT EARLE A 
LATHROP, YOUR SISTER'S SWEETHEART < ■ u„,J,M-™>^ » m 

" RIGHTS , -''.^--f" 





\0H, All R\6HT-\F YOU WAH7 \YOU WILL 9E THgRE, 05ARIE-A7 
]T0 00 \T THE HARD WAY! 3Y THE CEVETEW-- TUESDAY NISH7-- 
iTHATTWe, I SHQUIOKWWJ HEH...HFtf7\S HAL10WE&1 , 

/IF THIS T ^\ EVE WHEN THE WITCHES AHD 

S7UFP IT W/UWORK, lY THE DMO DANCE/ 






IN THE SMOKY VA FOR RISING FROM HER FW 
OF WITCH'S BREW, QRAM1 HASAR SAW 
THE RESULT OF THE LOVE-POVOH... 



wnters/mwbe™vc*nsho0t)vwchout» \ IT LOOKS LIKE] 

THE BEAST EARLE HAS BECOME- f DON'T HITTHE \ A SOmiLAf 
ANV I'LL BE SAVED/ 



CACKLE.. .CACKLE.. .YOU LOWS OSSIRBO 
THE LOVE OP THE MAN WHO BELONGED, 
TO YOUR SISTER, LOW THORNTON... 
ANO NOW HE IS YOURS.., HEH.'-.tfEW. 
WHY DO YOU STRUGGLE 
ANO SCREAM? 




GRANNY HAGAR.' YOlJ HORRIBLEIyOUK SOW AT THE , 

OLD FIEND .' THIS IS YOUR w < EXPENSE OP YOUR ' 

DOING.' SAVE AIE-- Jttllll — TWSOUL, 

SAVE /ME— J2^MPkPM^&L& ,rl 




YOU JUST SAVE YOUR WHOim! Vtlll 
SOUL INTO/V1YKEEPIN(jjTRICKEOAfE/ 
LONA THORNTON-- _->VOU TOOK .AN 

AND (N SO OOINS }UHPA)H ADVANTAGE 
VOU BECAME ONE ^OF MB.' BUT GIVE 
OF US--TH6 _^/ME BACK /My 
DARK BAND ^j NORMAL SHAPE AND 
WH05E A1>ll3fC J YOU OAJ 
IS LEARNEC 
FROM THE 




AW TO THINK I &TT MYSELF INTOTMS 
A1ESS BECAUSE X WAS 50 &WPIDM IN J 
LOVE WHH E4RiS LATHFOP.AND Mdff,- 
BECAUSE HE WOULDN'T SEE 
ANYONE BUT MARGOT' 



LEAVING EARLE FOR DEAD, LONA WENT DIRECTLY INTO TOWN WITH 
TW£ FIRM INTENTION OF DOING WHAT SHE COULD TO GETRlDOF 

-.GRANNY HAGA.R... 

THAT GRANNY HA&AR IS A DANGEROUS I 




A WEEK PASSED, AND WITH THE DAYS, LQSA'S 
LOVE FOR EARlE RETURNED.AND HER 
HATREO FOR HER SISTER SREW- 




BATTERED AND BRUISED, LONA'S BODY 
HURTLED DOWN THE ROCKS TO THE 
' CEMETeM BELOW... 



cackle,,. cACKls... IT is Tuesday aiidnight, 

LOW THORNTON, AND YOU HAVE KEPT YDl/R 
APPOINTMENT! YOU WILL RISE FROM YOU* 
GRAVE EVER/ HALLOWEEN AHO JOIN 
US AGAIN-. SVEN THOUGH 
YOU DO NOT UKE OUR 
COMPAW 



BECAUSE THIS IS THE NIGHT WE DANCE WITH THE DEAD,' 
LONA-- AHO LAST WEEK YOU MADE A OATC WITH -, 
DOOM.' IT WAS THE PRICE K>U PAID FOR VOU8. LOVE 
POTON,' HEH... HgH ...K6H... YOU SHOULD NEVER TRY 
TO CHEAT A WITCH-- OR DEATH' 





THE SHADOW IN THE MOONLIGHT 



, Matt Gentry looked up from thf deck of the tiny 
steamer u it warped into the weatherbeaten landing 
on the bank of the Green River. Above him towered 
Hangman's Bluff, huge in the moonlight, though its 
height was only four hundred feet. Matt could see 
the old mule path that threaded its way to the top, 
precisely as he remembered it from his boyhood, 
twenty years ago. 

From the dock, a boat-hand threw a half-hitch over 
a piling and gave Matt a steady stare. 

"I wouldn't be fixing to go up that road just yet," 
[he boat-hand said. "They dora't allow that it's safe 
by moonlight. Leastwise it's not safe to go alone— 
stranger." 

He added the word "stranger" more as an indict- 
ment than an afterthought.' It brought a grin from 
Matt. 

"The name is Gentry," Matt said. "It,may sound 
like a stranger's name to you, but it wouldn't fo a 
Barkham, if there are any of them left in the town 
of Ninety-nine." 

The "rope splashed into the water, and the boat- 
hand's jaw dropped as though actuated by the fall- 
ing coil. Everybody in these parts knew of the bloody 
Gentry-Barkham Fued which had begun soon after 
1799, the year in which the town of finery-nine had 
been founded and appropriately named. 

"Don't worry," laughed Matt. "The feud ended 
before I was even born. I haven't come back to re- 
open it." 

"Reckon it wouldn't be a good idea," remarked 
the boat-hand. "Feuding is outlawed in these p.TK 
now. Besides, Dirk Barkham is the only one of his 
folk left. He's sitting over there, whittling. That's 
all he ever does." 

The boat-hand indicated a dull-looking man in 
overalls who was the perfect type for a village half- 
. wit. Matt gave an indulgent, sympathetic smile*, 
proof in itself that the feud was ended. Then: 

"The wagon can take my trunk up to town," Matt 
stated. "I'll have it picked up there and taken tO- 
South Castle. You see, I'm a mining engineer, and 
because I know this territory, the new owner has 
engaged me to open the old coal mines." 

Matt Gentry didn't need to specify further. Every, 
body knew that South Castle, once owned by a fam- 



ily of local coal barons, had been bought by a refu 
gee from Europe, Beta Danedu, who had operated 
extensive mines in Rumania, prior to the overthrow 
of the royal regime. Along with the curious 0I1 
manor house with its castellated walls and towers 
had gone the worked-out coal mines. It was logic* 
that Danedu would seek to reclaim something from 
them, and naturally hire an American mining engi- 
neer, familiar with the G(een River region. 

Such facts, however, wouldn't impress Dirk Bark- 
ham, the half-wit. After Matt Gentry had started up 
the winding road, Dirk sauntered over the boat and 
declared: 

"Hain't safe for no stranger to go up the old road 
by moonlight. I'll go along to make sure nothing 
happens." 

"He's a Gentry, Dirk." remarked the boat-hand. 
"Matt Gentry. A Barkham looking out for a Gentry. 
That's a laugh!" 

It was no laugh for Matt Gentry when he reached 
the top of Hangman's Bluff and turned along the 
road to Ninety- nine. 'The moonlight threw his shad- 
ow ahead of him, a- great, grotesque streak that crept 
along like something inhuman. Shadows in the moon- 
light were bad luck, as MatL remembered it. So he 
made another mistake in turning suddenly, to look 
at the moon over his left shoulder. That was bad 
luck too. 

But briefly, Matt saw South Castle, silhouetted 
against the full moon. Then, from his right side, 
something swooped upon him; as he wrested free, 
he caught the glint of evil eyes. Madly, Matt stag- 
gered for the shelter of the woods, but the attacker 
was upon him again. Something raked Matt's throat; 
and with its sharpness, he felt a gush of his own 
blood. 

Gradually. Matt Gentry ceased his struggles. A 
stooping figure rose from above his body in the dark- 
ness md moved off into the moonlight. 

The next day, some boys found the body at the 
edge of the woods and came running into town with 
the news. Sheriff Joe Purdy had tho remains brought 
into the little mortuary in Ninty-ninc and the towns- 
folk gathered about, muttering vague threats. This 
was the fifth such murder in the last two months, all 
unsolved cases. But it wasn't until the river boat 
pulled in on its upstream trip that they learned the 
name of the victim: Matt Gerftry. With it came the 



astounding newt that Dirk Barkham had followed 
Mitt Gentry up the hill. 

They went out after Dirk Barkham, found him and 
brought him to the little mortuary. Never had the 
place been so crowded. They practically had to 
squeeze Dirk up against the body while they pointed 
to it and accused him of his crime, In the midst of 
the crowd and the heat, Dirk shrieked his 



"No, no, 1 didn't do it! I swear I didn't even sec 
him after I came up the hill. All I saw was a big, 
{big bat, bigger than any of those in Mammoth Cave, 
'lying off toward South Castle! It must have killed 
Man Gentry, when it saw his shadow in the moon- 
.light!" 

' For a moment, Dirk seemed to have wot) his case, 
through an appeal to the superstitions of the village 

(folk. Then, suddenly, one man pointed to the body. 
From Mart's lacerated throat, blood had begun to 
How. Instantly shouts came from the villagers: 

' "The corpse is bleeding after all these hours!" 

"That means the murderer is here among us ! 

I "He's sure to be the closest person to the body 
fend that's Dirk Barkham!" 

Superstition had become a boomerang where Dirk 
was concerned. Despite his wild protests, the mob 
hauled him from the mortuary. On him, they found 
the big Bowie knife that he used for whittling. Its 
blade was dean, but Dirk could have wiped the blood 
f.-om it. When Sheriff Purdy tried to stop the mob, 
they tied him up and left him in .the mortuary, with 
Mart's body. 

Then they took Dirk Baikham to Hangman's Bluff 
fend strung him up on a handy tree. It had been many 
•ears since there had been a lynching around Ninety- 
tone, but this one was in keeping with tradition. 
When the Gentry- Barkham Feud had ended, the na- 
tive* of Ninety-nine had sworn to lynch anybody who 
resumed it. So they had dealt With Dirk Barkham 
■cording to the rule. 

By then it was nearly dusk in the deserted town 
•f Ninety-nine. Into the mortuary stepped a tall, thin 
mm, who looked inquiringly at the sheriff, bound 
hand and foot. Purdy recognized the newcomer. 

J "I'll be obliged it you'll cut me loose, Mr. Dan- 
fedu," said the sheriff. They didn't gag me, because 
there's nobody in town who would have helped me 
f I'd yelled. 1 

'Danedu found a penknife and cut the bonds. 

'} "I expected a guest last night," he Stated. "His 
fetine is Matt Gentry. I've never met him, and when 
fee didn't phone South Castle, I assumed he must 
have missed his boat and come today." 



By then, the sheriff was on his feet. 

"Thai's Matt Gentry there," he declared.. "By now 
trjey have hung Dirk Barkham for murdering him. I 
guess Dirk did it alrighty, but the fools laid it on 
the fact the body started bleeding when Dirk was 
closest to it. 

"You never can teach people sense. Anyone knows 

• what makes a, body start to bleed. Its when you 
get a roomful of people, so the place starts warm- 
ing up. Always, the murderer is the last person who 
comes to look at the body. He stays away until he 
begins to think people will suspect him. So when he 
comes in, the body starts to bleed, like when they 
brought Dirk in here." 

Impatiently, the sheriff turned to the door, then 
gestured for Danedu to come along. 

"Id like you as a witness when I cut down Dirk's 
body, Mr. Danedu." 

Solemnly, Danedu turned from beside Matfs body, 
at the same time taking a slight sidestep so the sheriti 
could not see the figure's throat. Despite the sheriff's 
fcoti at superstition and although it was now the cool 
of the evening, Mart's wounds had begun to "bleed 
again, more profusely than when Dirk had been 
. around. But there was no one now to witness the 
strange phenomenon. Nor would there be. For when 
Danedu followed Purdy outdoors, the flow from the 
corpse's throat ceased as mysteriously as it had begun. 

They drove in the sheriff's car to Hangman's Bluff 
and there found Dirk's body hanging from the apple 

* tree. The sheriff cut it down, while Danedu stood 
there, his face expressionless in the dusk. That face 
was as waxen as those of Matt or Dirk, the Sheriff 
noticed it. But when he turned, Bela Danedu was 
gone. ' ■ 

Odd, considering that they'd both come here in 
the sheriff's car. Probably Danedu's chauffeur had 
come along in the mine owner's car and picked him' 
up. Still, Purdy hadn't remembered seeing either the 
car or the chauffeur outside the mortuary in Ninety- 
nine. *, 

Something interrupted the sheriff's thoughts. The 
rnoon was rising beyond South Mountain and against 
it. Purdy saw the shape of a great bat, magnified to 
human size. It dwindled in the distance, lost itself 
among the towers of South Castle. 

Sheriff Purdy was glad that Bela Danedu had not 
stayed to see the bat. It might have reminded him of 
the vampire legends of his own land, where man- 
sized bats were supposed to dwell in old towers and 
stalk human beings to drink their blood. 

Naturally, Sheriff Purdy didn't believe in such 
superstitions! 



YOU SAY I 


J THAT YOU 


BRING 


3HALL HAVE 


' YOUR DAUGHTER \ 
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IN tit". TO BE 
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lQUEEN WHEf 


SHE 


WANT, BUT ' 
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/V 4 FIERCE RACE, MU «</*ff 
THE EUPTY CASK AT GUNDAR'S 




AS GUNOAR AWOK E FROM THE FIERCE SLOW | 

f g «« HEAP . p M^— — 

«A-" MY HEAD THROBS WITH PAIN/ THE 
A^Cf.t :T :S GONE/ ANO MORNING 

!? HAS COME/ I MUST FLEE FROM THIS 

Q HAUNT OF HELL'S CREATURES/ 





FROM THAT DAY FORWARD, GUNDAR'S LUCK HAD 

rrr 



Months passed, and soon gu ndar became t>e master 
urge fishing fleet. . . _ ) 



YES, GUNOAR, BUT I I 




Nest? 



/ or 



WHICH WILL YOU HAVE ? 



For lomi roof on, (he goose egg stands for 
zero . . . nothing. 

The nest egg. however, stands for a tidy 
sum of money, set aside for your own or 
your children's future. 

It's hardly necessary to ask you which 
you'd prefer. 

But it is necessary to ask yourself whaX you 
arc doing to make sure you tlon't end up with 
a goose egg instead of a nest egg ten years 
from now. 

The simple, easy, and obvious thing to do 
is to buy U. S. Savings Bonds. 

Buy them regularly, automatically, on a 



plan that pays for them out of the month-to- 
month income you make today. 

Millions of Americans have adopted this 
practically painless way to save up a nice 
nest egg for the needs and wants of the 

In lOyoars they get back S40forevcryS30 
invested in U. S. Savings Bonds-bonds as 
safe and solid as the Statue of Liberty. 

There's a special Savings Bond Plan for 
you. Ask your employer or banker about it 
today . . . and gel started now. 

You'll soon realize it's one of ibe most im- 
portant and comforting things you ever did! 



Automatic saving is sure saving- US Savings Bonis 

©Contributed by this magazine in co-operation with the Magazine Publishers of A merica 
as a public service. 






